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The way she said ''Owen" tickled the fancy of Mr. Evans and
he smiled at her grimly.
'"I know you are, my dear," he said. UI would have told you
about this weeks ago, if I could. There's no earthly reason why
I shouldn't tell you everything . . . except . . . that / cant?*
"I am sorry . . . Owen," she repeated, folding back with
frowning intensity the second of the two gloves and finally pull-
ing it off and laying it on the chair by her side.
"Why I should have ever been born like I am," said Mr.
Evans, "is what I can't understand. But that's what the worst
men whoVe ever lived might have said."
He got up from his seat and began walking up and down the
small space at the end of the shop. Every time he swung round he
looked at the handle of the door leading to the room below. How
often had he struggled against the irresistible temptation to turn
that handle and steal a few feverish moments of reading from
that bookl
"Cordelia, do you think there are forms of evil so horrible
that nothing can wash them out?"
The girl was sitting sideways now in her dusky gilded throne.
A long quivering stream of reddish sunlight fell full upon her
profile and gave to all its eccentricities an emphasis that was
startling;
"Wash . . . them . . . out?" she repeated stupidly.
"I mean, do you think there are certain things anyone can do
. . . cruel, abominable things . . . which bring in their train
undying remorse? Listen, Cordelia! Do you think when Christ
sweated that bloody sweat it talks about. He felt the weight of
things like that? Not what He'd done himself, of course; but
what, before He died, He had to take on Himself? Shall I tell
you something, Cordy? I can tell you that much anyway . . .
John Crow has asked me to play the Christ in your father's
Pageant; and I said I would, if he'd let me be really tied to a
Cross. You can see why I said that, Cordelia, can't you. It'll be
hard to bear"; he emitted those same unpleasant guttural sounds
again that he evidently supposed resembled a brutal guffaw, "it'll
probably be more painful than I've any idea of; but I thought